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by the lowly and  desultory murmurs of the
geese in the straw-yard beneath iny window.
At the distance of about two miles from me,
was Winthra, a seat of his Grace the Duke of
Northumberland. Though the smallest of his
several domains, it was the most beautiful; nor
was it diminutive, being six miles in circumfe-
rence. This paradise was placed in the centre
of a country which was hideous in the extreme.
Here then, was iu the diamond of the desert"
We may remember that, in olden times, the
amorous Edgar, on the fame of Grdulph's
lovely daughter, despatched a confidant to her
distant home in order to ascertain whether her
beauty was of such transcendency as report de-
clared it
In this spot, then, the ancient seat of the
Earls of Devon, the future queen, Elfrida, lived.
A park it has ever been, from that day to this;
and as one winds his silent steps between the
stems of the giant and ruined oaks, the impres-
sion is, that here the spirits of Druids linger
and roam as the last refuge left them untouched
by the hand of man.
It contained the two sides of an extensive
valley, sweeping gradually down to the Winthra,
a beautiful trout-stream murmuring along the
ravine. The only inhabitant of the enormous
mansion was a worn out and pensioned butler j
so that my sole companions of the solitude were